was I who had to make the suggestions, and then often
enough he would discover that he already had an en-
gagement. As his casualness increased he was be-
coming less and less like a brother and more and more
like one of the seducers. It was as if he had exhausted
the possibilities of my companionship and was guiltily
seeking to whip himself into fresh enthusiasm for me
by flinging himself into contact with my body.
The farther he drifted from me, the more the
thought of him filled all my days. The world apart
from him meant nothing. I went about its business in
a dream, eating, drinking, working, saying yes and no
like an automaton. It was in one of those vacant
moods that I met disaster.
I had gone into a teashop late in the evening for a
cup of tea before returning to my rooms. Two East
Esiders, with the broad, flat face that comes from the
great plain of Europe, sat down uninvited at my table
and started to make conversation about me.
"Pity to see a nice little girl like this sitting all by
her lonesome," one said.
eTU say she ought to have someone to look after
her," his companion replied.
I paid no attention to them. I didn't even shudder.
They tried a frontal attack.
"Won't you have your cup of tea with us, little
miss-all-by-herself ?"
The second man inclined his shining face winning-
ly-
Yes was as good an answer as any other. I said
yes.
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